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Apologia 

jD  ECAUSE  unto  these  pages  oft  I  cite, 

The  dread  and  Incommunicable  Name ; 
Think  not  I  wanton  with  the  holy  word, 
Or  from  its  high  and  dim  significance. 
To  comprehension  inaccessible, 
Drag  it  profanely  down.     But,  rather  know 
It  is  because  I  feel  His  Presence  stir, 
In  all  things  Beautiful,  as  palpably, 
As  in  the  beatific  calms,  and  gusts, 
Of  passionate  adoration :  because  I  find, 
Transcendent  Power  not  only  evident 
Midst  starry  combatants,  and  mighty  worlds 
That  hurtle  through  the  else  all  mute  abyss  ; 
But  in  all  Life,  and  in  the  mind  of  Man, 
Rising  to  far-ofi'  knowledge  of  the  One, 
Artificer  and  Wielder  of  every  power. 
Therefore  though  often  I  invoke  the  Name, 
Always  I  write  it  with  a  slower  pen, 
Always  with  spirit  bowed,  with  shrinking  mind 
In  shadows  of  omnipotence  subdued. 
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The  Dying  Swan 

C  LOWLY  down  the  dreary  river 
Came  the  stately-sailing  swan, 
Floating  lonely  with  her  shadow ; 
Silent,  drifting  on. 

Past  the  waving  reeds  and  rushes 
Where  the  breezes  sigh  and  moan, 
Past  the  idle  water  lilies ; 

Dying,  and  alone. 

Past  the  pebble-paven  shallows 
Where  the  circling  swallows  dip. 
Where  at  eve  the  gnats  in  clusters 
Mazy  dances  skip. 

As  the  cold  red  sun  sank  lower. 
When  the  lengthening  shadows  throng, 
Suddenly  she  brake  the  silence, 

Singing  her  death  song. 

Never  had  such  lyric  rung. 
Never  bird  before  had  sung 
With  such  soulful  wildness. 
Rising,  falling,  sinking,  swelling, 
Ever  changing,  ever  welling 
Over  with  rich  melody. 
Sometimes  sadly,  weirdly  stealing, 


The  Dying  Swan 

Sometimes  joyful,  loudly  pealing, 
Pealing  forth  her  life's  last  duty ; 
Flooding  with  a  floating  beauty 
All  the  listening  tranced  air. 
Till  the  rushing  wealth  of  sound 
Hung  in  trembling  echoes  round, 
Echoing  till  the  last  sad  note 
Lingering  left  her  tuneful  throat. 


Slowly  down  the  misty  river 
Went  the  stately-sailing  swan, 
Floating  lonely  with  her  shadow 

Dead,  still  drifting  on. 
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In  the  Pine  Wood 

r>ETWEEN  the  sombre  pine-tops  lie 

Blue  strips  of  dreaming  tranquil  sky, 
And  flakes  of  fleecy  cloudlets  creep, 
Over  the  azure  lakes  asleep 

Between  the  sombre  pines. 

Between  the  sombre  pine-tops  flash 
Long  slanting  sunbeam-spears,  which  dash 
Across  the  stately  stems,  and  throw 
Their  burning  shafts  down  here  below. 
Into  this  silent  shadowy  deep. 
Cascades  of  glittering  sunshine  leap 
Down  to  the  dusky  floor,  and  flow 
In  golden-glowing  pools  below ; 
While  in  the  branches'  spreading  net, 
Stray  sunbeams  captured,  glint  and  fret : 
In  flickering  threads  some  break  away 
Joining  the  busy  shadow-play. 
Beyond  the  pines,  a  quivering  haze 
Hangs  over  all  the  greenwood  maze, 
Where  alleys  dim  through  secret  shades 
Wind  down  to  deep  mid-forest  glades. 
Out  in  her  Court  of  glimmering  green  j 

The  slender  silver  birch  is  Queen,  ^ 

And  as  the  wanton  winds  come  by, 
The  lordly  pines  look  down  and  sigh 
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With  envy,  for  the  breeze  has  kiss'd 
Her  trembling  tresses  into  mist. 


These  lofty  pines  shut  in  a  pool 

Of  darkened  Silence,  deep  and  cool. 

The  stems  rise  through  to  upper  air, 

The  woods  beyond  are  all  astir ; 

But  here  it  is  so  very  still, 

That  should  the  o'er-hanging  branches  spill 

A  single  cone,  it  rattles  in 

From  bough  to  bough  with  spreading  din. 

Stilled  are  these  depths,  but  up  above 

Runs  rippling  from  a  brooding  dove, 

A  murmuring  monotone  of  Love. 

All  through  the  golden  summer  day 

Within  these  aisles  I  gladly  stay, 

Between  the  spreading  pillars  see 

The  depths  of  His  infinity. 

I  laugh  with  joy,  I  have  no  fear 

Even  of  Him  who  is  so  near. 

With  each  rapt  sense,  the  Spirit's  eyes, 

I  feel  His  presence,  recognize. 

Behind  the  veil  and  splendid  dress 

The  Vision  of  His  loveliness. 

And  though  He  is  great  beyond  all  thought, 

And  I  so  small,  so  near  to  nought, 

I  dare  to  thank  Him  who  has  given 

Through  love  of  Earth,  the  joy  of  Heaven. 
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October 

IDLING  no  more  your  wealth  untold, 

Keep  your  gorgeous  treasures, 
Though  you  paved  the  woods  with  gold, 
Winter  has  no  pleasures 
In  your  bribes,  and  will  not  spare 
Till  he  strips  your  branches  bare. 

The  woods  are  filled  with  whispering  fears, 
And  every  bough  is  sighing  : 

The  sobbing  leaves,  all  wet  with  tears. 
Are  fading,  falUng,  flying. 

For  Winter's  heralds  loudly  blow 

And  now  must  all  your  glories  go. 

This  morning,  down  your  choicest  glades 
His  chilling  Mists  were  sweeping. 

And  now  the  cold  sun's  glimmer  fades. 
The  ashen  skies  are  weeping. 

They  weep  because  this  fairyland 

Must  soon  in  dreary  ruins  stand. 

Fling  no  more  your  wealth  of  gold. 

Winter  will  not  tarry  •, 
Ere  his  icy  arms  enfold. 

Haste  away  and  carry 
All  your  wealth,  till  once  again 
You  may  here  in  splendour  reign. 
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Vox  Marium 

1^  HENCE  comes,  O  Moon,  thy  path  upon  the 

sea, 
Out  from  the  dreamer's  land  of  what  shall  be, 

From  out  eternity  ? 
Beyond  that  glimmering  path  what  regions  lie, 
Through  those   blanched   portals  where  the  seas 
touch  sky. 

What  land  of  mystery  ? 

Fhe  pallid  waters  laden  with  strange  lore 
Whisper  the  ancient  secret  on  this  shore, 
Will  whisper  evermore. 

We  hear  their  speech,  yet  do  not  understand 
Fhe  murmurous  utterance  of  far  Ocean-strand, 
Borne  to  this  alien  land  ; 

\nd  through  the  hissing  spray  one  voice  alone 
►Ve  recognize,  burdened  with  human  moan. 
The  sullen  undertone. 

loarse  waters  striving  to  articulate, 
Po  all  your  voices  charged  with  hints  of  fate. 
Our  hearts  reverberate ; 
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For  once  it  seems  we  knew  the  darkened  spell, 
Dim  memories  stir,  we  can — we  cannot  tell ; 
You  guard  your  secret  well. 

Where  leads  that  glimmering  path  upon  the  sea  ? 
Into  the  dreamers'  land  of  what  shall  be, 

Beyond  Mortality  ? 
Past  the  wan  margin  where  the  clouds  of  Death, 
Bend  down  to  cut  the  shadowy  tide  of  breath, 

What  land  of  mystery  ? 
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The  Travellers 

TN  our  childhood  we  played  on  the  shore, 

And  we  know  the  sound  of  the  Sea, 
The  voice  of  the  infinite  Sea, 
That  lisped  on  the  sands  at  the  dawn  of  our  day. 
Which  shall  break  on  the  beach  at  the  end  of  our  way, 

(Even  then  we  knew  this  that  must  be) 
The  white  sea-lips  spake  of  fair  islands  afar. 
In  the  silent  sea-pauses,  we  heard  from  afar 
Magic  murmurings,  lost  now  we  travel  inland  : 
Though  we  saw  not  we  knew  that  they  came  from 

that  strand 
Lying  under  the  Sea-brim,  where  Guards  of  the  Sun, 
As  a  sign  that  their  Lord  has  his  journey  begun. 
Throw  their   flashing   spears   skyward.      All   this 
long  ago, 
When  we  played  on  the  wonder-strewn  shore, 
And  knew  all  the  paths  of  the  Sea, 
Of  the  wide-wayed,  the  shadowy  Sea. 

In  our  childhood  we  played  on  the  shore. 

And  we  knew  the  sound  of  the  Sea, 

The  voice  of  the  infinite  Sea. 

And  now  as  we  travel  inland. 

On  our  hcdged-in  monotonous  road, 

Tired  with  the  dust  and  the  heat, 

Toiling  though  weary  along ; 
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Sometimes  through  noise  of  the  towns, 

Through  the  flaring  lights  of  the  towns, 

Oft  with  the  night  coming  on. 

Out  in  the  thin  driving  rain, 

Turn  after  turn  with  the  road 

Still  winding  endlessly  on  : 

Then  some  of  us — fortunate  those —  J 

Remember  the  echoing  shell 
That  we  brought  from  the  beach,  and  we  listen, 

and  lo ! 
Comes  the  voice  of  the  infinite  Sea,  and  we  know 
It  is  calling  us  on,  and  with  brave  hearts  again, 
We  can  face  the  long  road  and  the  chill  driving  rain. 
Through  the  noises  and  flaring  of  lights  we  can  feel, 
The  deep  hush  of  the  star-scattered  Silences  steal, 

The  touch  of  great  Stillness  we  feel. 
Then  we  smile,  for  we  know  we  shall  soon  under- 
stand. 
Those  murmurings  borne  from  the  far  distant  strand  > 
Lying  under  the  Sea-brim,  where  Guards  of  the  Sun, 
To  greet  their  great  Lord  when  his  journey  is  done, 
March   out   with   red  banners.      Ah !    the  things 

which  shall  be 
When  we  come  to  the  shore  of  that  infinite  Sea  : 
With  the  flying  red  banners  aflare  in  the  West, 
With  the  Sun-God  we  also  shall  come  to  our  rest; 
So  we  toil  on  our  road,  knowing  surely  that  we 
Are  sons  of  the  Lord  of  the  land  and  the  sea. 
Of  the  land  and  the  infinite  Sea. 
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Echo 

"  Corpus  adhiic  Echo  71071  vox  erat,^^ — OviD. 

INTO  the  dreary  winter  woods, 

Came  poor  Echo, 

Poor  sweet  Echo, 
And  the  cold  wind  tossed  out  her  tangled  hair, 
And  shrieked  as  it  rushed  through  the  branches 
bare, 

"  Alas  !  poor  Echo." 
While  the  last  red  leaves  as  they  shivered  down, 
Completing  Earth's  mantle  of  purple-brown. 

Sobbed  "  Poor  Echo, 

Poor  sweet  Echo." 

Into  the  dreary  winter  woods 

Went  sweet  Echo, 

Poor  sweet  Echo, 
And  a  murmur  came  from  deserted  lawns 
Where  the  Dryades  sport  with  the  wanton  fauns, 

"  Alas  !  poor  Echo." 
And  the  sleeping  Naiads  in  frozen  streams 
All  sighed  in  the  midst  of  their  winter  dreams, 

"  Poor  sweet  Echo, 

Alas  !  poor  Echo." 

Into  the  depths  of  the  dreary  woods 
Went  poor  Echo, 
Poor  sweet  Echo, 
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And  the  evening  mists  curling  higher  drank, 
A  trembling  glare  as  the  cold  sun  sank, 

Alas  !  poor  Echo. 
And  for  ever  she  went  through  the  mist  and  glare, 
And  wailed  as  she  wept  in  her  great  despair, 

"  Narcissus,  Narcissus, 

Cruel  Narcissus." 


Into  the  gloom  of  the  dreary  woods 

"Went  poor  Echo, 

Poor  sweet  Echo, 
And  she  slowly  faded  and  passed  away, 
She  passed  with  the  sun  and  the  dying  day, 

Alas !  poor  Echo. 
But  her  fitful  cry  on  the  night  winds  came, 
Faintly  all  heard  the  black  woods  proclaim 

"  Cruel  Narcissus, 

Narcissus,  Narcissus !  " 

And  still  in  the  dreary  winter  woods 

We  hear  sweet  Echo, 

Poor  sweet  Echo. 
Through  the  distant  glades  her  garments  sweep, 
When  the  mists  arise  we  can  hear  her  weep, 

Alas  !  poor  Echo. 
And  the  leaves  still  sob  as  they  shiver  down. 
The  shriek  still  is  heard  from  the  pine-tops  blown, 

"  Alas  !   poor  Echo, 

Poor  sweet  Echo." 
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Phaeton 

'^'OW  as  the  morn  approached  when  Phaeton 

Should  drive  the  Sun-god's  chariot,  mute  dismay 
Fell  on  the  frighted  Earth ;  those  eager  birds 
That  twitter  for  the  dawn  impatiently, 
Shrank  in  the  thickest  coverts,  noisy  streams. 
Slid  without  sound  along  their  reedy  ways. 
Whilst  all  the  tribes  of  men  possessed  with  fear, 
Fled  to  the  cavernous  bases  of  the  hills  : 
And  when  far-off,  the  Orient  began 
To  uplift  a  pallid  eye  upon  the  world. 
All  things  within  the  windless  world  stood  hushed 
With  apprehension,  save  where  the  fretful  sea 
Chafed  to  and  fro  upon  the  darkened  shores. 
For  now  reluctant  Phoebus  bound  his  rays. 
That  flashed  above  the  sea-brim,  on  the  brows 
Of  Phaeton,  the  aspiring  charioteer ; 
Who  crowned,  rejoiced,  and  seized  the  reins,  and 

struck 
The  prancing  steeds  impetuously  ;  but  they 
By  unaccustomed  sting  untimely  roused. 
Ere  Tethys  could  withdraw  her  barriers. 
Above  the  Ocean  reared  their  shining  wings ; 
And  crashing  through  those  cloudy  bars,  with  manes 
Outstreamed  in  fluctuant  mist  aurorean, 
On  to  the  arching  plains  of  Heaven  they  flared. 
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Then  Phaeton  the  youthful  charioteer, 

First  felt  how  impotent  his  arms  to  hold, 

Those  mighty  coursers  on  the  narrow  track. 

Climbing  obliquely  on  the  azure  dome. 

As  when  a  vessel  lightly  loaden  sails, 

After  long  storm,  on  still  perturbed  seas. 

And  lifts,  and  falls,  labouring  across  the  deep. 

Now  poising  on  a  crest,  now  plunging  down ; 

So  the  great  orbed  chariot  poised,  and  plunged, 

And  laboured  in  the  firmament,  and  reeled, 

From  Perseus  to  Orion  :   fable  tells 

How  then  the  Bear  who  may  not  touch  the  sea, 

Vainly  in  cooling  Ocean  sought  to  dip. 

And  how  the  Dragon  near  the  icy  pole, 

By  torrid  heat  from  torpor  roused,  renewed 

Old  rage,  and  writhed  hissing  amongst  the  stars. 

iSo  fared  the  economy  of  Heaven,  the  while, 

Disasters  on  the  Earth  not  less  began ; 

For  where  the  mountain  ridges  seemed  to  ride 

Like  monstrous  waves  across  the  level  world. 

Tossing  their  flashing  peaks  against  the  blue. 

And  like  the  hoary  waves,  their  shelving  sides 

Flecked,  and   their  hollows  filled  with  gleaming 

snow. 
The  sinuous  vapours  curled ;  and  virgin  peaks 
Now  of  their  vestal  robes  were  first  despoiled ; 
And  now  from  mountain,  and  low  marshy  land, 
From  lake,  and  river,  and  the  sea  arose 
The  steaming  mists,  that  crept  to  little  clouds. 
That  flocking  into  drifting  packs,  bespread, 
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Mountain  and  lowland,  lake  and  river,  sea, 

One  vast  oppressive  canopy ;  whence  soon 

Came  sweeping  storm,  and  tempests  of  hot  rain, 

With  riot  of  screaming  winds,  and  as  the  roll 

Of  breakers  clamouring  continuously, 

So  running  thunders  rolled  continuously, 

A  prelude  dire  before  the  approaching  doom. 

But  Phaeton  the  unwilling  charioteer. 

Now  on  the  very  cope  of  highest  heaven. 

From  those  cerulean  dizzy  heights  looked  down, 

And  seized  with  terror,  trembled,  and  dropped  the 

reins, 
And  sank  within  the  chariot  cowering. 
At  once  the  strong  quaternion  unrestrained, 
Leapt  out  in  loose  career,  with  rampant  wings 
High  into  boundless  ether  first  they  whirled. 
And  then  with  dreadful   stagger    came   plunging 

down  : 
So  near  the  earth  they  plunged,   their    parching 

breath 
Swept  Lybia,  then  a  fertile  continent, 
And  changed  her  teeming  soil  to  barren  sand. 
Snatched  like  a  curtain  from  the  skies,  the  clouds. 
Vanished.    .    .    . 

Then  blazing  Ruin  ran  throughout  the  World, 
Striding  the  seas,  lighting  on  every  land ; 
Across  great  continents  her  fuming  robes 
Wide-withering     trailed,    and    umbered    verdant 

plains ; 
Touched  with  her  torch,  the  tops  of  wooded  hills 
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Crackled  to  fleeting  flame,  and  tardily, 

Pillars  of  smoke  from  every  city  poured. 

As  when  the  moorlands  during  summer's  drought, 

By  careless  traveller  lit,  or  tented  tribe, 

Burns  or  is  burnt,  and  everywhere  presents 

Alternate  blackened  patches,  blazing  fires  ; 

So  looked  the  World,  so  seemed  that  final  day 

Decreed  by  fate,  by  Sybil  once  foretold. 

Now  imminent,  and  all  had  gone  to  wrack 

To  primal  elements  again  resolved, 

Had  Jupiter  not  heard  the  appealing  cries ; 

For  gaping  Earth  gasped  hoarsely,  and  the  winds 

Tormenting  middle  air  shrieked  "Jupiter," 

And  shrinking  Ocean  moaned  continuously. 

And  all  the  tribes  of  men  possessed  with  fear. 

Within  the  hollow  bases  of  the  hills, 

Cried,  *'  Jupiter  !  we  perish,  Jupiter  !  " 

He  heard,  nor  long  delayed,  his  instant  fire, 

Tore  down  as  when  the  sun  in  midst  of  storm 

Tears  through  a  cloud-rent,  one,  broad,  blinding 

beam. 
The  riven  glare  grew  pale,  whilst  Ruin  stopped 
One  moment  still,  astounded,  and  the  Earth, 
With  fearful  quaking,  shrank  before  the  stroke. 
That  lit  the  gloomy  underworld,  and  rolled. 
Reverberant  through  the  bright  Olympian  halls  : 
So  split  the  fire,  so  roared  the  deadly  bolt. 
So  crashed  celestial  thunder  through  terrene. 
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Thus  Phaeton  the  hapless  charioteer 

In  mid-course  perished,  and  after  many  days, 

All  things  resumed  their  wonted  life,  the  birds. 

Sang  blithely  in  the  woodlands,  and  the  streams, 

The  crisped  streams  with  merry  babble  ran, 

The  blackened  plains  revived,  replenished  seas 

Swarmed  shouting  up  the  beaches  once  again, 

And  all  the  tribes  of  men  made  sacrifice 

Of  countless  hecatombs  to  Jupiter, 

Whose  arm  destroyed  Destruction,  whose  flaming 

bolt, 
Preserved  the  World  from  final  flaming  end. 
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The  Syrens'  Song 

"  What  scng  the  Syrens  san^,  or  luhat  name  Achilles 
assumed  ivhen  he  hid  himself  among  ivomen,  though 
tuzzlifig  questions,  are  not  beyond  all  conjecture.^'' 

Sir  Thomas  Browne. 


/^OME  away,  come  away, 
O  leave  the  heavy  oar, 
Within  our  placid  haven  furl  your  sails, 
Amidst  the  slattering  billows  toil  no  more, 
But  tarry  till  a  fairer  wind  prevails  : 

Come  away,  come  away, 

O  leave  the  heavy  oar. 

Come  away,  come  away, 

Relax  those  wearied  limbs, 
Within  our  tepid  valleys  take  your  rest. 
Approaching  storm  the  sea-line  overbrims, 
With  brooding  storm  the  darkened  air's  opprest : 

Come  away,  come  away, 

Relax  those  wearied  limbs. 


The  Syrens'   Song         25 

Come  away,  come  away, 

Tempt  not  the  troubled  deep, 
The  call  of  Duty  is  the  voice  of  Pride, 
The  languid  Gods  above  you  surely  sleep, 
And  did  they  waken  surely  would  deride  : 

Away,  come  away, 

Tempt  not  the  troubled  deep. 

Come,  quickly  come. 

Leave,  leave  the  heavy  oar. 
For  now  the  noon  of  Life  is  waning  fast, 
And  like  grey  seas  the  grey  years  stretch  before. 
Whereon  the  winds  bemoan  the  happy  past : 

Come  away,  come  away, 

O  leave  the  heavy  oar. 
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Adoration 

T    ONG  curves  of  yellow  sands, 

With  a  fringe  of  spray 
Breaking  in  seething  bands, 

To  melt  away. 
Over  the  glittering  sea, 

In  the  dome  of  blue, 
The  sun  flames  splendidly. 


Dear  God,  I  thank  you. 
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To  My  Lord 

INTERNAL  One  beyond  the  senses'  veil, 

Strong  Lord  who  seized  the  primal  fires,  and 
flung, 

Into  the  gloomy  void  the  virgin  stars  : 
Beautiful  One,  whose  presence  I  can  feel. 
Brooding  upon  the  tops  of  reticent  hills, 

And  dweUing  with  the  sweet  familiar  flowers  ; 
Lo  !  at  Thine  altars  once  again  I  stand. 
Fearless,  with  head  thrown  back  and  eyes  ablaze. 

Flushed  with  the  Joy  of  Life,  filled  with  desire, 
To  sing  Thy  praise  (O,  send  the  magic  words) 
For  all  the  tides  of  glory  streaming  through 

The  enraptured  body  and  responding  brain. 

I  have  not  seen  the  splendour  of  my  Lord, 
But  round  the  veiled  throne. 

Dwell  subject  Gods,  and  once  in  boyhood's  days, 
Into  their  perilous  halls  adventuring, 
I  caught  their  guarded  undertones,  and  snatched 

One  moment  of  great  vision,  so  that  now, 
Through  all  things  beautiful  again  I  see, 
Dim  replicas  of  those  Olympian  halls, 

And  echoes  of  their  murmuring  voices  hear  : 
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Now  are  the  common  things  of  Life  transformed  ; 
The  common  days  with  sanctities  are  filled ; 

The  haunted  nights  with  hints  of  destiny  : 
The  mists  of  Time  no  longer  clip  me  round 
In  brief  horizons ;  for  oft  His  Spirit  stirs, 
And  where  the  reft  mist  hung,  lo  !  mountains  rise 
Upon  the  marches  of  Eternity. 
Wonderful  Lord,  who  hast  such  things  revealed. 

Which  else  the  barriers  of  all  thought  transcend, 
Accept  my  adoration,  hear  these  words, 
They  are  my  best,  and  all  I  have  to  bring. 


The  shadow  of  the  splendour  of  my  Lord, 
Is  thrown  upon  my  Mother  Earth,  and  I, 

In  all  her  raptures  share  : 
The  West  aflame  with  throbbing  glory  brings 
Tumultuous  ecstasies  :  with  quiet  Dawn, 

With  delicate  and  quiet-coming  Dawn, 
Come  calm  delights  and  smiling  wonderment ; 
For  me  the  Earth  is  young  again,  and  still, 

In  lovely  spots,  her  lovely  children  dwell : 
I  hear  them  in  the  rustling  woods,  and  see 
Their  white  limbs  flashing  on  the  sliding  streams. 

Their  tresses  trailing  on  the  gliding  streams ; 
Not  in  the  chiselled  stone  or  carven  frieze, 
But  on  the  hills,  and  in  the  Woods,  the  Winds, 
The  Gods  of  Hellas  live  again  for  me  : 

O,  I  have  laughed  midst  laughing  waves,  and 
then. 
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Raced  with  my  shadow  on  the  yellow  sands. 
When  burly  Winds  are  loosed,  and  rush  to  play, 

Running    with     Riot,    shouting    through    the 
Woods, 
Oft  have  I  joined  the  cry,  and  shouting  ran, 
With    dancing    heart    that   danced   with    dancing 
leaves. 

And  once  I  reached  the  edges  of  the  World, 
And  in  the  realms  of  Desolation  dared, 
The  deep-scarred  glacier  and  the  narrow  ledge, 

Toiling  with  slow-cut  steps  on  steeps  of  snow, 
Hearing  the  dreadful  Avalanche  break  and  plunge, 
Down  to  the  valleys  thundering  : 

Thus  once  I  scaled  those  icy  pinnacles. 
Where  awful  Solitude  and  Silence  stand. 
Guarding  Earth's  gleaming  altars.     Ah  !  but  then, 

Lest  with  divine  excess  I  should  be  stunned. 
Thy  appalling  sentinels  thrust  me  back,  and  I, 
In  fear  rejoiced,  with  exultation,  bowed. 

Wonderful    Lord,  who    giveth    me  such    great 
joys, 
Accept  my  adoration,  hear  these  words, 
They  are  my  best,  and  all  I  have  to  bring. 

From  out  the  splendour  of  my  Lord  a  spark. 
Unto  all  men  is  given. 
Which  in  them  burns  and  breaks  to  quickening  fire, 

In  all  high  thoughts  and  rich  imaginings ; 
And  in  those  haunting  dreams  we  strive  to  tell. 
In  colour,  sound  or  words.      And  this  the  fire, 
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That  stirs  revolt  against  old  Tyrannies, 
Leads  passionate  assault  on  'stablished  Wrong, 
On  all  Hell's  host  waging  impetuous  war  : 

And    this    the    spark    that    springs    to    flaming 
Love, 
Sole  light  of  else  dark  cities,  this  the  cause, 
Of  dear  companionship,  the  inspiring  bond, 

With  all  the  World  making  me  proudly  one. 
Now  in  the  crowded  streets  I  hear  the  call. 
Of  human  fellowship,  and  know  that  we. 

Manifestations  of  one  Master  Spirit, 
Are  sons  of  Splendour  unto  Splendour  bound  : 
Promethean,  I  snatch  Heaven's  fire,  and  say, 

"  Lord,  I  am  of  Thee,   from    Thee,   and    unto 
Thee, 
Shall  I  return  again." 
Now  even  could  Death  flinging  me  to  the  dust. 

Blot  out  my  conscious  being  utterly  : 

Yet  would  I  praise  the  Giver  of  sweet  Life, 
Yet  would  I  stand  erect  with  laughing  eyes. 
Filled  with  the  Joy  of  Life,  and  shout  Thy  praise. 

For  the  joy  in  my  straight  limbs,  the  revelry. 
Of  leaping  blood,  the  careless  confidence. 
Within  the  castle  of  brave  Youth  secure  : 

For  love  of  Earth,  the  strange  delight  to  feel, 
My  kinship  with  the  soul  of  this  great  World ; 
For  the  joys  of  my  keen  brain,  the  visitings, 

Of  loveiy  Thoughts  and  pregnant  dreams  which 
throng, 
The  labyrinth  of  the  Mind. 
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For  streams  of  influence  coming  from  afar, 

That  on  Existence,  else  a  level  sea, 
Raise  Aspiration's  restless  tides,  and  stir, 
Strong  waves  of  Ardour,  Impulse  and  Desire. 

Lo,  I  have  been  the  guest  of  a  great  Lord, 
Who  placed  me  in  this  Palace,  feasted  me ; 
Generously  has  He  feasted  me  and  shared, 

With  me  His  choicest  treasures  : 
Now  even  could  Death,  flinging  me  to  the  dust, 
Blot  out  this  conscious  Being  utterly ; 

Yet  I  would  praise  the  Giver  of  sweet  Life, 
And  fearless  in  His  Presence  standing,  cry, 
**  Wonderful  Lord,  who  gavest  me  such  great  joys, 
Accept  my  adoration,  hear  this  song. 

It  is  my  best,  and  all  I  have  to  bring." 
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The  Boat  Train  Goes  | 

npHE  whistle  sounds,  the  doors  are  slammed, 

Slowly  the  train  begins  to  glide. 
Bearing  away  my  brother.     He, 
Just  now  was  standing  at  my  side. 

We  stood  and  talked  of  trivial  things. 
Each  acting  well  a  placid  part, 
Even  to  the  last  hand's  grip,  and  yet 
How  much  each  longed  to  show  his  heart. 

Until  to-day  I  did  not  know 

How  much  I  loved  him,  happy  years 

So  quickly  go,  and  give  no  hint  ■ 

Of  parting  with  its  sense  of  tears. 

And  now  I  shall  think  more  of  him, 
And  more  of  all  our  boyhood's  days  : 
Dwelling  upon  the  memory, 
Of  things  he  said,  his  voice,  and  ways. 

And  I  shall  think  of  our  dear  home. 
Of  our  old  garden,  where  we  played, 
At  Cricket,  whilst  our  mother  sat 
At  needlework  within  the  shade. 
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Of  our  untidy  common  room, 
With  caps  and  books  in  corners  flung, 
The  private  treasures  scattered  round, 
The  walls  with  Christmas  pictures  hung. 

Enough  of  this  !   for  I  am  proud, 
Thinking  him  worthy  of  the  strife  ; 
And  unto  each  there  comes  the  call, 
And  every  man  must  live  his  life. 

He  at  the  call  of  Duty  goes, 
At  Duty's  bidding  must  I  stay ; 
Joined  in  Man's  working  army,  we, 
To  different  posts  assigned,  obey. 

And  so  farewell.     It  matters  not, 
That  stupid  shame  and  custom  set, 
Our  lips  with  silence.     What  are  words  ? 
We  know  :  and  we  shall  not  forget. 
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The  Glories  of  the  World 


AH!   the  glories  of  the  world,  and  the  joy  of 
things  ; 

They  are  calling,  they  are  calling, 
''Will  you  come?" 
All  the  passionate  enchantments,  and  the  magic  of 

its  spells. 
Hear   the   madness   in    the   music    as   the    rapture 

sinks  and  swells ; 
See  the  colours  flaunting  bravely,  as  the  banners 

are  unfurled ; 
Will  you  mingle  in  the  Pageant  as  it  sweeps  across 
the  world  ? 

For  they  are  calling,  calling,  calling. 
All  the  glories  of  the  World. 

II 

Ah !    the   pities   of  the  world,   and    the    tears    of 
things. 

They  are  calling,  they  are  calling, 
"Will  you  come?" 
In  the  darkness  of  the  cities  you   can  hear  the 
spectres  sighing, 
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Behind  you  in    the  blackness   you    can   hear    the 

wounded  crying  : 
Will  you  mingle   with  the  victims  and  the  fallen 

in  the  fight  ? 
Will  you  leave  the  crowd  of  courtlings,  will  you 
march  into  the  night  ? 

For  they  are  calling,  calling,  calling. 
The  pale  pities  of  the  night. 
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The  Army  of  Man 


V/TTE  pace  behind  the  creaking  plough, 
And  herd  the  sheep  upon  the  hill, 
Over  the  craftsman's  bench  we  bow 
With  plane  or  mallet,  file  or  drill : 
We  of  the  Army,  in  all  lands 
Doing  the  World's  work  with  our  hands. 


On  windy  seas  we  drag  the  trawl, 
And  hew  through  primal  rocks  the  road, 
We  string  the  arches,  raise  the  wall, 
And  guide  the  cranes  that  lift  the  load  : 
We  of  the  Brotherhood,  who  dare 
The  work  of  all  this  World  to  bear. 


Ill 


Night  comes  ;  we  rest  not,  hark  the  scream 
That  heralds  through  the  darkened  land. 
The  rushing  whisp  of  shining  steam, 
That  stays  or  goes  at  our  command  : 
Oh  hear  the  vessels  with  affright 
Creep  hooting  through  the  mists  of  night. 
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IV 

From  town  to  dreaming  town  we  send 
The  World's  thought  on  the  humming  wires, 
Where  we  have  prisoned  Power,  we  tend 
The  switchboard  and  the  boiler  fires ; 
And  night  gangs  trenching  in  the  street 
Bind  the  strong  slave  beneath  our  feet. 

V 

Our  outposts  toil  through  wind  and  rain 
Amidst  flat  fields,  on  rolling  downs. 
Our  grimy  regiments  bear  the  strain 
Of  strife  within  the  sunless  towns ; 
And  he  who  labours  not,  survives, 
Saved  by  the  shelter  of  our  lives. 

VI 

We  frame  the  pipes  whence  pleading  sound 
From  Earth  uprising  Heaven  unbars. 
The  tubes  that  pierce  the  vast  profound 
Of  Space,  and  search  remotest  stars  : 
Trophies  that  mark  our  way  through  Time, 
Upon  whose  middle  slopes  we  climb. 

VII 

Age  after  age  our  hands  upheld 
The  pomp  of  Empires,  Cities,  Kings ; 
Their  wasting  tides  of  conquest  quelled 
Our  hopes  of  happier  simpler  things  : 
But  now  we  march  with  leaguer'd  bands, 
And  every  age  our  power  expands. 
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VIII 

Long  has  the  march  been,  hard  the  way, 

With  many  conflicts  we  are  worn, 

Still  on  we  press  nor  make  display ; 

Lovers  of  delicate  living  scorn 

Their  kindred's  claim,  nor  feel  the  pride 

That  burns  through  men  with  Man  allied  : 

IX 

With  Man  whose  forces  slowly  gain 
New  regions  from  the  Realms  of  Night, 
Who  born  upon  the  lowly  plain, 
Now  toils  far  up  upon  the  height : 
Whose  Mind  bewinged  with  daring  hopes, 
On  the  cloud-covered  summit  gropes. 
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The  Wearied  Toiler 

C  LOWLY  he  bends  and  lifts  the  heavy  oar, 

One  moment  turns  to  gaze  upon  the  bridge, 
Then  dips,  and  tugs  with  full-stretched  straining 

limbs, 
Down  the  Thames'  sullen  tide.     Ages  ago, 
Upon  the  broad  Euphrates'  stream  he  toiled, 
Bound  for  great  Babylon ;  his  leathern  boat 
Freighted  with  jars  of  oil  from  sesame. 
And  skins  of  palm-pressed  wine  :  upon  the  Nile 
He  towed  through  rapids  hauling  heavily, 
Or  hoisted  steep  slant  sails  and  bore  away 
With  corn  deep-loaden,  seaward,  to  the  mart 
Naucratis  thronged  with  merchants  from  the  isles. 
And  still  the  years,  the  centuries,  passed  away. 
And  when  the  treasuries  of  a  ransacked  world 
Burdened  the  yellow  Tiber,  still  he  toiled. 
Bound  to  the  oar,  slave  to  the  lusts  of  Rome. 

And  now  to-day  upon  the  sluggish  Thames 
He  labours,  and  in  him  we  recognize. 
That  wearied  toiler  bowed  with  many  years, 
Wearied  and  bowed  with  all  those  many  years, 
That  patient,  much-enduring  Spirit — Man. 
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The  Two  Voices 

ITHIN  these  silent  woods  I  am  ashamed 
Of  all  the  frets  that  jar  the  strings  of  Life, 
In  their  secluded  deeps  Desire  is  tamed, 
And  foolish  seems  the  far-off  City's  strife. 
Here  should  I  love  to  dwell,  and  hope  to  be 
By  Time  attuned  with  Nature's  harmony. 


Yet  from  my  comrades  in  the  noisy  town 

I  would  not  turn,  though  hard  to  hold  my  place  j 

Long  has  our  march  been,  great  is  our  renown. 

To  leave  Man's  toiling  Army  were  disgrace  : 

At  peace  I  cannot  in  these  woods  remain. 

By  Duty's  voice  disturbed,  and  self-disdain. 
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The  Beginning  of  Faith 

(In  Southwark  Cathedral  ^) 

I 

yJLONE  in  this  great  Church  1  kneel 
And^  looking  doivn  the  nave,  1  see 
The  high  East  window,  where  pale  Christ 
Hangs  upon  Calvary. 

II 

Before  that  sight,  with  shame  of  sin 

I  hide  my  face  and  bow  my  head, 
The  pride  of  youth  is  in  the  dust, 
And  all  desire  is  dead. 

Ill 

I  bow  my  head,  but  cannot  pray, 

For  still  I  hear  this  stubborn  brain  : 
"  Even  the  Christ  was  but  a  man, 

Your  prayers  to  Him  are  vain. 

IV 

"Two  thousand  years  have  passed  since  He, 

A  perfect  man,  lived,  loved  and  died; 
For  those  who  love  too  well,  the  world 
Has  always  crucified." 

^  The  east  ivindoiu  at   Southiuiirk  represents  Christ  on 
the  Cross. 
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The  day  is  dying,  darker  glows 

The  high  East  ivindcnu  luhere — but  see  I 
The  Christ  grows  paler  still,  it  is 
His  dying  agony. 

VI 

Oh  happy  men  of  simple  faith, 

Whose  simple  prayers  great  peace  beget, 
Who  nothing  know  of  doubt,  and  dream 
Their  God  is  living  yet. 

VII 

Oh  happy  dead,  within  these  aisles. 

Each  in  your  narrow  niche  at  rest, 
Your  eyes  are  turned  to  heaven,  your  hands 
Lie  folded  on  the  breast. 

VIII 

May  not  I  share  your  simple  faith 

And  win  such  peace  and  happiness  ? 
I  crave  belief,  and  unto  Him 

Would  all  my  sins  confess. 

IX 

Fast  fades  the  light,  the  Cross  groivs  dim. 

Ebbs  siuiftly  noiv  the  dafs  last  breath. 
And  down  the  Church  the  night-tides  creep 
As  cold  and  grey  as  Death, 
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O  Christ,  dear  Christ,  if  you  are  God, 

Depart  not  with  the  dying  day, 
Leave  me  not  lonely  with  the  night. 

And  help  me  now  to  pray. 


XI 


O  Christ,  dear  Christ,  if  you  are  God, 

Help  me  a  better  life  to  live, 
Guide  Thou  my  feet  on  Life's  rough  way, 
And  when  I  fall,  forgive. 


XII 


O  Nazarene,  if  you  were  man, 

Then  is  my  only  refuge  gone. 
Around  me  are  dread  mysteries, 
I  dare  not  walk  alone. 


XIII 


And  now  the  faded  windoiv  stares 

Vacant  and  pale,  the  last  Jlush  JJed ; 
No  life  is  in  the  pallid  glass 

IVhere  Christ  is  hanging — dead. 


XIV 


And  yet  because  I  prayed,  I  feel, 

(What  though  His  face  I  cannot  see) 
The  Saviour  of  the  World  looks  down, 
With  pity  upon  me. 
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In  Southwark  Cathedral 

pASY  I  deem  it  were  for  men  of  old, 

Hedged  from  the  dusty  world  with  Peace  to 
dwell, 
And  in  the  cloisters'  shade  or  hermit's  cell 
As  in  a  favoured  plot  of  ground,  unfold 
Life's  fairest  flowers,  and  after  Virtue's  mould 
Fashion  their  quiet  days.     It  would  be  well, 
Could  we  sometimes  our  troubled  spirits  quell, 
Here  in  the  Gentle  Shepherd's  placid  fold. 
For  in  our  crowded  world  'tis  hard  to  rear 
Humanity's  fair  flowers,  so  thin  the  soil. 
So  swept  with  Passions,  and  so  chilled  with  fear 
Of  Penury.     Unprofitable  toil 
Makes  dull  our  senses,  and  we  cannot  hear 
The  still  small  Voice,  though  it  be  ever  near. 
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To  the  Shade  of  a  Renowned  Poet 

T  AM  not  master  of  my  fate, 

Nor  captain  of  my  trembling  soul ; 
Gladly  I  bow  with  heart  elate 
To  own  a  more  august  control. 

With  pomp  of  words  I  dare  not  feign, 
To  scorn  the  thrust  of  Sorrow's  spear ; 
Rather  I  bless  the  wounds,  the  pain, 
That  brings  me  now  to  God  so  near  : 

Nearer  than  when  within  the  halls 
Of  Youth  I  held  disport  and  sway. 
And  proudly  said  *' Whate'er  befalls 
My  strength  of  Soul  shall  be  my  stay." 

Ah  !  wiser  now,  my  strength  I  draw 
From  Him  whose  Fiat  flaming  ran, 
Through  Chaos,  whilst  His  prescience  saw, 
The  JEons  leading  up  to  Man. 

Therefore  of  Fate  I  have  no  care. 

I  know  not  Chance.     My  Soul,  though  frail. 

The  stress  of  battle  still  shall  bear, 

Nor  shall  the  hosts  of  Hell  prevail. 
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Christmas  Eve 

nrO-DAY  will  Christ  the  World's  great  Lover 

leave 
The  felon's  Cross,  and  with  the  crowd  allied 
Walk  radiantly ;  for  few  there  are  deride 
His  Gospel  of  goodwill  on  Christmas  Eve, 
Few  with  their  words  and  actions  newly  grieve, 
The  much-enduring  One  we  crucified  : 
So  for  this  single  day  He,  not  denied. 
Mingles  with  men  and  finds  a  short  reprieve. 
Yet  we  amidst  the  crowd  do  not  discern 
The  happy  Christ.     Did  we  but  recognize 
The  Man  of  Sorrows  in  such  gracious  guise, 
We    might — ah  !    should    we  ?    stay    our   guest's 

return. 
And  with  Love's  simple  fare,  might  entertain 
Our  Lord  reluctant  to  depart  again. 
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A  Dream  of  Mammon 

TO,  at  my  feet  a  little  stairway  wound 

Into  the  cavernous    Earth,    through    glooms 

profound, 
Unto  the  seats  of  Mammon,  those  vast  halls 
Linked  with  long  corridors.      Against  the  walls 
In  golden  chests  that  poured  a  glittering  flood. 
The  Wgh-heaped  treasuries  of  the  ages  stood, 
Wherein  with    hands  that  ne'er  grasped  all  they 

hoped 
A  crowd  of  blinded  souls  for  ever  groped. 
And  no  sweet  light  came  down  from  upper  air, 
But  over  all  was  shed  a  sullen  glare 
From  fountains  of  red  flame,  which  night  and  day, 
Tossed  to  the  gloomy  roofs  a  fiery  spray 
Of  rubies,  falling  in  a  dreadful  rain 
Upon  those  wincing  souls  that  groped  in  pain. 
And  there  was  heard  an  evil  purring  sound. 
As  though  some  vast  malignant  Spirit  found 
Joy  in  this  woe,  and  with  enchantments  strong. 
Enticed  yet  more  to  join  the  groping  throng. 
This  evil  sound  like  distant  organ's  drone. 
Came  from  brute  Mammon  on  his  sable  throne 
High  in  the  central  hall,  though  hardly  seen 
For  round  him  writhed  a  flexuous  smoky  screen. 
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Then  on  a  sudden  I  became  aware, 
Of  one  who  stood  beside  me  on  the  stair 
Holding  a  massive  key.     And  at  his  sneer, 
With  terror  seized  I  turned  and  raced  from  Fear 
That  followed  fast ;  around  and  round  I  fled 
Through  the  abysmal  glooms,  and  as  I  sped, 
A  warning  voice  declared,  "  Their  fate  behold 
Who  killed  the  love  of  man  with  lust  of  gold." 
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The   Revellers 

A^LL  day  the  woodlands  rang, 

With  laughter,  shout  and  song, 
Beneath  the  boughs  we  played 
A  careless  happy  throng. 

But  as  the  Evening  fell 
We  took  our  homeward  way, 
And  Solitude  once  more 
Resumed  her  broken  sway. 

Then  looking  back  we  saw 
With  sense  akin  to  fear, 
The  line  of  darkening  woods. 
Retired,  remote,  austere  ; 

And  felt  the  trivial  part 
We  played  in  Nature's  plan. 
How  old  this  ancient  Earth, 
How  brief  the  life  of  Man. 
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The  Fool 

C  AID  the  terrible  Lord  of  the  Heavens,  and  His 

scorn  flashed  as  flame, 
To  the  fool  who  knew  all,  though  of  nothing  he 

knew  but  the  name : 
"  My  Suns,  and  the  eddying  Worlds,  now  say  what 

they  be." 

Said  the  fool,  "  Nebulae." 

Said  the  Lord  of  this  beautiful  Earth,  the  great 

Father  of  men. 
To  the  fool  who  had  solved  all  the  secrets  of  things 

— with  his  pen  : 
"  The  flowers  of  the  field  that  cover  each  valley 

and  hill  ? " 

Said  the  fool,  "Chlorophyll.' 


» 


Said  the  Father  of  men,  the  Lord  of  all  Life  and  of 

Death, 
To  this  fool  who  dared  answer  the  Source  of  his 

Being's  each  breath  : 
"  Thy  soul  with  its  laughter  and  tears,  its  joys  and 

remorse  ? " 

Said  the  fool,  "Psychic  Force." 
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Loudly  rang  out  the  laughter  of  Heaven,  as  the 

Lord  stripped  a  star 
And  a  flower  of  all  matter  and  form ;  only  vestures 

these  are. 
But  the  fool  falling  flat  to  the  earth  put  his  hands 

to  his  eyes, 

And  began  to  be  wise. 
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/^FT  has  he  laughed  upon  the  peaks  of  Life, 

Yea,  but  with  tearless  Sorrow  oft  been  torn ; 
All  loveliness  brings  him  divinest  Joy, 
Yet  Misery's  burning  garment  hath  he  worn ; 
Though  Love  his  special  glory  is  and  crown, 
Yet  with  a  dower  of  Hatred  was  he  born. 
And  ah  !  the  singing  rapture  and  the  fire, 
And  ah  !   the  sudden  shame,  the  fall,  the  mire ; 
For  he  is  weak  though  few  there  be  more  strong. 
And  therefore  he  is  very  pitiful. 
Because  he  knows,  because  he  understands  : 
Seeing  the  right,  yet  understanding  wrong. 
So  shall  the  people  say  who  hear  his  song 
"  Surely  he  knows,  surely  he  understands." 


Rossetti's  Astarte  Syriaca  53 


Before  Rossetti's  Astarte  Syriaca 

''^^HAT  hast  thou  known?    Alas  the  many  years 

Discovered  in  those  fixed  regardless  eyes, 
Lustreless  deeps  wherein  shall  never  rise 
I'he  Joy  of  Life,  the  flash  of  Hopes,  of  Fears, 
Beyond  all  stir  of  passion,  balm  of  tears. 
O  wearied  watcher  of  the  centuries. 
Of  what  avail  thy  boasted  mysteries. 
When  from  her  ancient  haunts,  once  disappears 
Uranian  Love  ?     For  she  was  put  to  shame. 
And  fled  thy  altars  where  the  fumes  of  Lust 
Commingling  rose,  and  darkened  her  pure  flame  : 
Therefore  those  eyes  declare  a  heart  of  dust. 
Nor  could  thy  Beauty  aid  thee.  Beauty  dies 
When  Love  the  soul  of  all  things  lovely  flies. 
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The  Lovers 

p  AUGHT  up  into  the  highest  heaven  of  Love 
They  lean  together,  each  in  the  other's  eyes 
Gazing  beholds  responding  passion  rise, 
And  then  they  slowly  smile,  and  closer  move 
Into  a  deep  long-dwelling  kiss,  to  prove 
The  infinity  of  Love.     Hour  after  Hour  flies 
Leaving  them  rapt  all  mortal  things  above. 
And  these  perchance,  some  near  or  distant  day 
Together  in  another  room  shall  be. 
And  one  will  stand  with  wild  red  eyes  and  see 
Upon  the  bed  a  quiet  form  of  clay. 
The    great    sobs    shatter    one.— That    white   face 

there, 
Looks  straightly  up  with  strange  indifferent  stare. 
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Boyhood  in  Revolt 

r^OWN  to  the  edge  of  the  Sea,  and  away  to  the 

circling  skyline, 
Stretches  the  region  of  Mist,  of   Mountain,  and 

desolate  Moor, 
Scattered  with  grey  granite  boulders,  and  stained 

with  the  sodden  bog  patches, 
Stretches  the    wild  and    waste     land,   untamable, 

trackless,  austere. 
This  is  the  home  of  the  Winds,  that  gush  through 

the  long  yellow  grasses. 
Drive    up    the    low-scudding  clouds,  and    sweep 

through  the  skirts  of  the  Mist ; 
This  is  the  home  of  the  Waters  before  they  go  out 

and  are  shackled. 
Shackled  until  they  escape,  and  rest  in  the  broad- 
bosomed  Sea : 
Look !  where  they  spring  from  the  earth,  where 

they  leap  down  in  spray  from  the  mountains  -, 
See  !   where  they  rest  from  their  sport,  and  stay  in 

the  black-brooding  Tarn. 
This  is  the   place  where  the  heroes  and  hunters 

of  old  still  are  sleeping, 
Under    their   grass-covered    mounds,    circled    on 

slopes  of  the  hills  : 
This  is  the  place  where  my  fathers,  the  blue-eyed 

children  of  Britain, 
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Sleep  in  the  land  of  the  Dead,  on  the  bare  breasts 
of  the  World. 


Surely  the  blood  of  some  hunter  and  hero  still 

leaps  through  my  pulses, 
Surely  his  spirit  that  speaks,  though  from  my  lips 

comes  the  cry, 
"Dear  Mother   Earth  how  I  love  you,  O,  here 

could  I  wander  for  ever. 
Far  from  the  cities  of  men,  quiet,  companionless, 

free  : 
Long  have  I  dwelt  in  subjection,  observing  their 

customs,  conventions. 
Trusting    that    habits  would    form,   hoping    that 

time  would  subdue ; 
Caught    in    their    Civilization,    too    long    have    I 

stifled  my  nature, 
Ever  with  hate  in  my  heart,  wearing  the  hypocrite's 

smile  : 
Now  in  the  silence  away  from  the  tumult,  the  dust 

and  the  chatter. 
Let  me  rejoice  for  a  while — scorning  the  bounds  of 

their  cage ; 
Now  not  afraid  of  the  laughter  of  fools  who  are 

blind  and  contented. 
Here  can  I  open  my  heart,  throwing  my  scorn  into 

words  ! 
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"  Oh  wisely  you  teach  us  the  virtues,  of  Industry, 

Thrift  and  Obedience, 
Cunningly    preach    for    your    profit,   virtues    of 

cowards  and  slaves ; 
Toiling  for  you  in  the  factories,  a  part   of  your 

whirling  machinery. 
Our  souls  and  our  bodies  become,  stunted,  mechan- 
ical, base. 
Unlovely  and  narrow  our  lives  in  the  crowd  where 

we  ceaselessly  struggle ; 
In  a  garden  of  pleasure  you  walk,  taking  your  ease 

in  the  world ; 
Then  (O,  great  mercy  !)  you  give  us,  good  books, 

and  sweet  sounds,  pretty  pictures. 
Show  us  a  glimpse  of  your   Heaven,  keeping  us 

still  in  our  Hell. 
Oh  wisely  you  juggle  with  phrases,  and  fill  us  with 

words  without  meaning, 
Publicly  flatter  the  People,  you  fool  in  Democracy's 

name, 
Call  us  the  children  of  Freedom,  enchain  us  with 

dreams  of  an  Empire, 
Tell  of  your  Commerce   and  Wealth,   your  Pro- 
gress, your  Order — your  lies. 
Founded  on  Force  is  your  order,  your  Commerce 

with  cunning  is  mingled  : 
Progress  ?    In  things  of  the  dust,  material,  tangible 

things. 
What  though  you  tunnel  the  earth,  though  you 

move  on  the  floor  of  the  Ocean, 
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Girdle  the  Globe  without  wires,  sail  through  the 

seas  of  the  air  : 
What  though  the  sons  of  Arcturus  should  swing 

to  your  arrogant  dictates  ; 
What  though  the  eddying  Worlds  stayed  on  their 

paths  at  your  word  ; 
If  in  the  vice  of  your  cities,   the   breath  of  the 

Mighty  Eternal, 
The  upspringing  spirit  of  Man,  droops,  and  grows 

stagnant,  and  dies. 
Hypocrites  chanting  the  praises  of  One  who  was 

Loving  and  Lowly ; 
To  Mammon  you  bow  though  you  sing  the  creed 

of  the  Carpenter's  Son. 
Liars  !   to  prate  of  His  Virtues,  Forgiveness,  and 

Mercy,  Compassion  : 
Justice,  not  Mercy  we  claim,  rejecting  Compassion 

with  scorn. 
In  your  splendid  Cathedrals,  the  dreamlight !   the 

anthems  with  ecstasy  laden  ! 
And  splendid  your  streets,  where  the  harlots  stand 

to  court  Sin,  lest  they  starve — 
Smiling  obsequi.   .   .   ." 
So  !  like  a  fool  have  I  spoken,  and  scattered  vain 

words  with  the  weaklings. 
For  who  can  escape  from  your  power,  or  break 

through  Necessity's  bars  ? 
Yet  from  the  tale  of  the  Past,  springs  our  Faith  in 

the  future,  in  Freedom  : 
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Destiny    slowly    approaches,    surely    Deliverance 

comes, 
Your  reign  is  not  endless,  our  children  shall  see 

you  cast  down,  for  remember 
Our  brains  are  as  subtle,  and  aye !  remember  our 

arms  are  as  strong. 
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The  Brotherhood  of  Man 

The  Merchant : 
The  "  Brotherhood  of  Man  !  "  you  precious  babe, 
You  in  the  City  too,  and  daily  see 
That  brotherhood  of  jackals,  wolves,  and  worse. 
Only  a  month  ago  I  heard  you  moan, 
(Such  careful  phrases  and  fine  words  you  chose) 
Of  how  upon  the  rich  man's  business  board, 
You  and  your  class  were  nothing  but  the  pawns 
With  which  he  played  his  game,  and  at  the  end. 
The  aim  accomplished,  rivals  bankrupt,  check, 
He  swept  you  all  aside.     I  half  forget 
Your  picture  now,  here's  what  you  meant  in  prose. 
This  rich  man  plays  with  you  to  make  his  pile, 
Then  changes  to  a  Company,  when  he. 
Retires,  (the  peaceful  man)  from  business  strife. 
Leaving  poor  you  to  take  your  chance,  with  what  ? 
A  Company  !      The  adjectives  you  used  ! 
Oh  you  were  bitter  then  and  damned  them  fine. 
Their  laws,  religion,  commerce,  progress — all. 
Now  in  a  fit  of  "loves  and  doves"  you  sing 
The  "  Brotherhood  of  Man."    I  can't  help  laughing. 
There.  .  .  . 

The  Poet : 
Yes,  yes,  you  seem  to  have  me  fairly  pinned. 
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Give  me  a  minute's  thought — I  have  it — now. 

A  month  ago  I  saw  a  little  truth, 

That  little  truth  was  truth,  and  still  I  damn 

The  smiling  hypocrites  and  cunning  knaves. 

And  that  itself 's  a  sign  of  brotherhood  ; 

You're  not  surprised  when  tigers  growl  and  spring, 

But  when  a  brother  hits  you,  why,  you  curse. 

This  by  the  way,  now  for  my  argument. 

You  went  I  think  to  one  of  those  big  schools, 

Called  by  some  cynic,  Public — Public  Schools  ! 

Well  now,  suppose  that  after  twenty  years 

You  meet  young  Brown  secundus  in  the  streets. 

''  'Tis  Brown,"  you  cry,  and  grip  him  by  the  hand. 

Brown  was  a  blockhead  may  be,  perhaps  is  now. 

And  makes  no  headway  in  the  World;  what's  that? 

You  love  The  School  with  all  its  memories, 

All  of  its  men  are  in  your  brotherhood, 

And  Brown  went  to  The  School,  so  that's  enough. 

Now  the  next  step.      Suppose  an  Englishman 

Alone  in  some  back  land,  say  Argentine. 

Further  suppose  that  hostile  Fortune  sends 

Bad  times,  disease,  disasters  without  end. 

And  this  for  years  keeping  him  still  from  home. 

His  nearest  neighbour  is  a  Portuguese, 

The  others  Latins,  half-breeds,  blacks  and  Jews. 

One  morning  plodding  on  in  dismal  mood. 

He  hears  a  boisterous  voice  sing  out  "  Hullo," 

And  sees  a  man,  and  more,  an  Englishman  ! 

Do  you  think  he'll  want  to  know  what  this  man  is, 
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Who  are  his  people,  where  he  went  to  school, 
Whether  he  dines  at  seven  o'clock  with  class, 
Or  takes  his  midday  dinner  with  the  mass  ? 
Why  no,  he'll  stop  and  talk  for  half  a  day. 
And  ask  of  this  and  that,  and  how  things  go. 
Of  Politics,  the  state  of  Trade,  of  Sport, 
And  anything  men  do  and  say  in  England  : 
Of  who  was  last  in  London,  how  it  looks, 
*'  Why  man,"  says  one,  "  you  would  hardly  know 

the  Strand." 
Perhaps  each  finds  the  other  was  at  Lord's 
That  famous  day  when  Smiter  hit  the  clock. 
Or  both  knew  men  who  knew  some  other  man  ; 
Oh  any  trivial  common  memory  serves  ; 
For  both  are  Englishmen,  and  England's  home. 
And  all  the  scattered  family  are  kin. 
See  how  my  brotherhood  grows  ? 
Now  for  the  final  step.     I  warn  you,  here 
You'll  need  Imagination's  magic  aid. 

Suppose  a  man.  Christian,  or  Turk,  or  Jew, 
Swept  off  this  World  :  transported  suddenly. 
Beyond  those  little  planetary  rings 
(We're  so  familiar  with — in  diagrams) 
Out  to  the  deep  star-spaces,  seeing  his  Sun 
Dwindle,  and  wink,  and  go.     Yet  still  is  borne 
Through  swarming  galaxies  which  fast  recede. 
Glimmer  and  disappear,  and  then  is  plunged 
Into  eternal  soundless  Night,  and  left 
Poised  in  the  solitude. 
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Some  hours  or  centuries  pass,  he  knows  not  which, 
But  keeps  close  grip  upon  his  reeling  brain, 
Fighting  against  the  sense  of  awful    .    .    . 

The  Merchant : 
Ah  that's  enough,  I  see  your  point. 
And  then  he  sees  a  Man  !  a  Man  !  a  Man  ! 
Like  shipwrecked  sailors  cry,  a  sail !   a  sail ! 
A  man  who  lived  no  matter  when  or  where, 
On  that  lost  speck  in  Space,  his  native  world. 
To  make  an  end — he'd  hug  a  Chinaman, 
And  so  at  last,  your  "  Brotherhood  of  Man." 
Now  let  me  quickly  bring  you  back  to  Earth, 
A  touch  or  two  will  make  your  fabric  fall. 
Suppose   young    Brown    you    chanced  on   in  the 

streets. 
Sells  matches,  or  displays  a  pair  of  boards. 
Will  you  invite  him  home  and  give  him  food, 
And  introduce  this  brother  to  your  friends  ? 
Mad  things  I've  known  you  do,  but  this  I  doubt. 
And  even  should  you,  would  saner  men  do  so 
To  this  poor  brother,  eh  ?     So  much  for  Brown. 
Now  for  the  man  you  placed  in  Argentine. 
Suppose  he  had  some  hidden  store  of  gold  ? 
Ah  !   then  he'll  want  to  know  what  this  man  is, 
Who  are  his  people,  where  he  went  to  school, 
Before  the  stranger  may  come  near  the  hoard. 
With  gold  such  brothers  might  prove  dangerous. 
Accursed  lust  for  gold — you  know  the  tag. 
As  for  your  brotherhood  beyond  the  stars. 
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To  that  you're  welcome,  for  it  only  proves 
You  cannot  prove  our  brotherhood  down  here. 
Up  there,  you  see,  was  neither  land,  nor  gold, 
Nor  woman.  Lord  !  what  havoc  she  would  bring. 
There's   all  your  brotherhood  gone.      I'm  going 

too, 
But  just  a  warning  word. 
I  would  not  let  them  in  the  City  know 
That  you  write  verses,  else  that  brother  man. 
Who  pays  you  to  write  Invoices  will  say 
He  much  regrets — and  put  you  in  the  streets. 

[Exit. 
Poet  : 
He  carries  off  the  honours,  yet  I  know 
Mine  was  the  better  part,  and  still  I  trust 
Instinct  before  his  reason,  and  when  all's  said, 
Instinct,  and  never  Reason  rules  the  world. 


THE    END. 
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